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added smilingly. I thanked him, and he insisted upon
coming with me to the front door and waiting in the
doorway until I left the garden path, and turned to walk
down the hill to Morges.
IV
When I arrived at Riond Bosson next day a few minutes
before the appointed time Paderewski was already waiting
in the hall. He immediately began a conversation on
topical political subjects ; events in Germany interested
him especially, and there was no need to-day for any
artificial preliminaries. He was wearing the same clothes
as on the preceding day3 and the impression of neatness
that he conveyed was even more marked. It was true,
as people said, that there was something extraordinarily
civilized about his appearance. The powerful head with the
long hair brushed back from a very high forehead, with the
vivid eyes and the sensitive nostrils, suggested a lion ; but
it was a beautifully civilized lion, courteous, engaging, and
both graceful and gracious. I could not remember having
ever met another human being whose presence filled me
with such delight and such a sensation of well-being. I had
heard too many enthusiastic accounts, I had met too many
people who went into ecstasies when Paderewski's name was
mentioned, to be altogether free of suspicion. When I
lunched with Paderewski three years earlier in New York I
had at first felt the same resistance set up by suspicion and by
a desire to find fault; however, it had melted after the first
ten minutes. I was annoyed with myself for coming under
the same spell and reacting in the same way as a number of
people whom I knew to be uncritical and prone to exaggera-
tion. Throughout my many months of work I had been
careful not to become a partisan, but to remain an objective
student and observer of an interesting life ; I had noted the
influence which he exercised on other people, but I had
tried to preserve an independence which should prevent me

